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Attention labels: It’s probably in everyone's best interest to NOT send 
Superdope your promos. Lance & I can only review so much & with the 
recession & all we're not getting much trade value @ the local record stores. 
Naturally it’s a great day when we receive fine promos from BACKSEAT 
DRIVER or SAMIAM, and you know we appreciate it, but one glance at the 
"new-look" Superdope & you'll see we don't have the room, so like, save those 

stamps next time, hunh? Stay high_ fay ****************************** 
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THANKS: Nicole, Scott Walker, Dan & THE GORIES, Robert Griffin, Chris 
Albee, Christina Madonia, Byron Coley, Eric/WIPEOUT, Doug Pearson, Cargo 

& Twin Cities, Tom Krueger, and of course Rubin Fiberglass************** 
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NIGHTKINGS "Bug Weed'/YUMMY "Reverend Moon Doggie" 7" 

Rob Vasquez is the through & through 90’s garage auteur who most deserves to have 
all the cards falling his way, shame that all 27 Seattle record collectors who have his 
5 vinyl appearances can't get out there to shake hands and kiss babies in the name of 
rock n' roll networking & promo; the man has so convincingly grabbed hold of a 
primal shitkicking punk/garage wail like something approximating an American 
Childish & has ridden it out so unflinchingly that it boggles to think that Crypt, K, 
even Estrus, etc. aren't kicking in his door to scoop the latest master tapes. The two 
NIGHTS & DAYS 7"s were deemed "frat rock" in the only review I ever saw of them 
and that’s fairly consistent w/ the reaction Vasquez says his disturbed howl has 
generally begotten, now if only he returned our letters we'd be able to root out the 
stem of this gifted young man's persecution complex to get a hold on just what it is 
that propels the great artistes to cough up their art. 

NIGHTKINGS have an even more reckless and irresponsible take on this hardcore 
grave-dug angle and have made a blow-out-the-doors scaleriding flame-on about 
SMOKING BAD POT, go and figure-mixed so high & mighty that it's too loud even 
w/ the volume off but I'm sure it was agreed that this matter needed to be put on the 
table as forcefully as humanly possible. A little bird told me they're going to be 
putting a 7" out on Sub Pop sometime within the next 5 years after having spumed 
Blackjack's "advances" and if we all hold hands and be still someone might find the 
cash to let loose unreleased Nights & Days gunk for a better & stronger America. I 
beseech you not to let this man die w/o at least a tiny bit of your money in his hands. 
(Regal Select; P.O. Box 986, Issaquah WA 98027) 

FUNGUS BRAINS "I’m So Glad" LP 

A face of the Fungus Brains that surprises by its very past existence a year or two 
after I thought they'd hung it up—you can place these '88 recordings on the minimalist 
freak-out continuem between the outstanding '86 F.B. LP along w/ Venom P. 
Stinger's debut & the 2nd and 3rd Venom P. records—yet it would surely be misleading 
to assume that this has the weirdo ache of Fungus Brains as this one's still got the 
crude spaghetti western slide-guitar of Mick Turner & the ace stutter drumming of A. 
Walpole but few other constants. Production is very big, bold & wide-grooved and 
mega-saxophone honk & squirt reminds me of a bleaker & meaner Waterboys—really, 
stay with me now—I know this lush aggro would have to be more appealing live than 
the kick-in-the-stomach letdown of Venom P. Stinger in L.A. earlier this year for this 
LP has a rehearsed togetherness and out-in-front attack that Turner's current band of 
rogues (minus Dugald McKenzie's vox) could not for their blessed souls erect on the 
lighted stage. This however licks a few wounds & I'd be real keen on knowing if 
there's more under wraps. (Magnetic; 34 The Esplanade, Clifton Hill, Victoria 3068, 
Australia) 

RED CROSS "Bom Innocent Demo Tapes" boot 7" 

Try as I might to hate them now, the McDonald bros. were such the pill-popping 
wacked-out teenage groovers in the early-to-mid '80's & had their fingers in the light 
socket of that era's LA punk mixed w/ a high-trash lucidity that I can only wish I'd 
been tapped into when I was 13—the little rapscallions also put out one of the decade's 
finest lowbrow LP's in Born Innocent and it seems like about "the right time" for 
someone to press its demos up into vinyl. Red Cross pinned the nose of 60’s teen 
roughage like "That's The Bag I'm In" or "Bad Girl" onto Hermosa Beach hormone- 
driven clownishness and pulled it off w/ such verve that their primitive bashings 
could come off sounding like the suburbanite anthems they are; up until their "Teen 
Babes" cop-out just about every track they'd put forth was golden (an exception can 
be made for the Dez-throated Blue Cheer cover on one of those Life Is Uglv... compsL 
If I'm not mistaken this is the Jeff/Steve/Janet^Tracy line-up that made the LP, & 
among its 6 tracks the disc includes a lyrically different (& indecipherable) "White 
Trash" and an unrendered-elsewhere track called "Doesn't Matter" that stays true to 
form. A few years later part of the band would be fucking The Bangles & appearing in 
"Just Say No" commercials so to keep things on the level we can clip the proverbial 
timeline right about here, (bootleg; no address) 
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1991 REAPERS * 1 POLL RESULTS 

RECORDS 

1. THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282 Lovelyville LP 

2. MONKEY 101 "French Feelings/Now That You Have Left Me" 7" 

3. PAVEMENT Perfect Sound Forever 10" 

4. BRAINBOMBS "Anne Frank/No Guilt" 7" 

5. MONSTER MAGNET "MurderyOractor" 7" 

6. VENOM P. STINGER What's Yours Is Mine LP 

7. THOMAS JEFFERSON SLAVE APTS. Career Interruption Code 7" 

8. BARBARA MANNING "Don't Let It Bring You Down/Haze Is Free" 7" 

9. GORIES "Telepathic/Hate" 7" 

10. DUST DEVILS Struggling Electric And Chemical LP 


CLAW HAMMER Live, Kennel Club, SF & Nightbreak, SF, November '91 

There s a theory going around that says that Claw Hammer are the number-one white 
heterosexual rocking American males of the 90’s. I can’t help but think so every time 

I see them & their recent swing through my town only confirmed it hundredfold- 
every bit the consummate professionals, they stayed sober as judges & aimed to 
please on this, only their 2nd trip north in 4 years of existance--opening for The 
Melvins on a Friday night is no difficult feat & Claw Hammer slack-jawed a new 
legion of wide-eyes w/ their blues-soaked punk rock explosion that takes power & 
dynamics far beyond mere riffdom & deposits it in the realm of the godz (MC5, Flesh 
Eaters) that have beknighted them to continue fighting the good fight. Jon Wahl 
sang of the long lonely chicken, the pretty thing" & the crowd deservedly choked it 
down, yes sir, and what was that new song that opened both shows (not on the 
forthcoming Ramwhale) that pinned me on my ass after about 30 seconds? Jesus. 
Forget the Devo thing-Claw Hammer aren't about to let you call them the Rich Littles 
of the new wave scene-they are WHITE HETEROSEXUAL MALES, they are out there 
ROCKING, and they are rocking very well. You deserve nothing less. 









DEAD C "Helen Said This/Bury" 12" 

If there's really a bad moon rising here in America then it's practically daylight 
again in Port Chalmers, NZ, where the Dead C's "sonic redemption" is not so much 
honed & perfected as it is unleashed half-baked for you to make of it what you will. 
And after hearing "Helen" over and over again for the past few months. I'd like to say 
that I make quite a bit of it. Not formless in the sense that the players had absolutely 
no master plan when plugs hit sockets & the pause button was lifted, but opened up in 
a spirit-inftised way to allow edgy soul-sifting guitar & maximum volume to embrace 
each other in a fashion that's positively moving if not simply, righteously ethereal. 
It's big-time cerebral heaviness for you nature boys out there, twisting & cracking 
open notions of sound to include spatial & time concepts not seen much elsewhere in 
your indierock stacks—well of course I'm exaggerating to make a point here, but I &I 
and him too are still going to have to see what it's all about. Truly. Bananafish . local 
chronicler of many things important, said something about the Dead C's music 
improving upon each listen and to this I add an "amen"—now when I've turned "Helen" 
off (after 10:43, no less) I know I've learned just a little bit more about the dynamics 
of semi-controlled & almost-harnessed feedback, perhaps a smidgeon about the 
beautiful world around me, and maybe, just maybe. I've learned a little bit about 
myself. (Siltbreeze; P.O. Box 53297, Philadelphia PA 19105) 

DEAD C "Power/Mighty/Peace" 7" 

Funny how a guitar de-tuned badly enough to make purists wince can be made to 
soar in an exhilaratingly beautiful manner—or is it the ear that's de tuned? Of course 1 
don't hang out w/ such purists, whoever they are, & I suspect the Dead C are too busy 
creating their dense little (& often epic) alternate sonic terrains for they, themselves 
& them only to care—whoever else embraces or "gets it" isn’t along for any 
deconstructive let's-kill-rokk trip & if they are they've run out of records to listen to. 
For my part let's just say that your Hanatarashis, your Haters, your Molasses (s) are 
great A.) as comedy B.) as an idea of an ultimate search for the free-est expression 
C.) on the pages of the aforementioned Bananafish. but since I don't read, dream or 
laugh at all I'm pretty much just in the way when it comes to such matters. As my very 
good friend Helen Hairspray once said of a younger J. Merwin Hinman, "You're (He's) 
just a punk rock prima donna, aren't (isn't) you (he?)?". 

The Dead C, now there's a band we can all circle-dance to. Their bag is an ongoing 
search for the middle divider separating the formless black "other" (75%) and wild 
teenage rock n' roll (25%). The latter props up the former to make some of the most 
incredible, raw, defocused dark soul ache I've ever heard. Reference points are fucking 
nil, & this new 7" might very well be my favorite Dead C since the last one. You 
really owe it to yourself to see how far rock can be pushed and still ROCK. You know 
what I mean? (Forced Exposure; P.O. Box 9102, Waltham MA 02254) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "Las Vegas Grind Vol. IV" compilation 

Rivals if not tops the other members of the series I've heard—seem to have missed 
Vol. I—and if this batch of late 50's sleazoid hog callers doesn't drop your drawers a 
few centimeters I'd fairly say that you probably wouldn't be ready to recite the party 
mantra either. That's P is for paaaarty! A is for allll night! R is for riiiight now!! T is 
for toooo-night!! Y is for Y-not?!!! Mostly instrumental gutterslides now just as 
perfect at home under the influence as in bars w/ names like "Go-Getters' Lounge" & 
"The Lucky Mare", performed by men like the fabulous Edgar Allen & The Po' Boys or 
Willie Wright & His Sparklers, who may have been the same 6 Vegas louts for all any 
of us minus Tim Warren know. Please rage to the raw, sax-squealing vinylized essence 
of your 9th dry martini, consumed at, oh, about 2:55AM, total big ticket 
entertainment in the wide-lapel, "shake yer ass, babe!" kind of way. Yes, party is a 
verb. And if you haven't seen enough of young Dan Pussey's artwork recently you're 
sure to find the cover right about perfect at containing & conveying the wild-ass 
loose drool therein. If you ever pitched a tent over The Gories then you surely know 

it's time to groove. (Strip; no address; try Crypt, Hopfenstr 32, 2000 Hamburg 36, 
Germany) 




NEW BOMB TURKS/GAUNT split 7 EP 

My little puddin' head did a 110, 115-degree turn when I got the misfired idea that 
ex-Death Of Samantha nabob John Petkovic might be the whooper & hollerer on the 
New Bomb Turks blitz-o Cowgirl-style grunt side-merely an incredible simulation & 
quite an admirable debut from these Ohioans. Makes me think that when Petkovic 
finally does scare up a new sidecrew that it'll be the letdown of the decade. This is not. 
Gaunt have occasional expansive nods to something Screaming Trees or Burma-like 
but it swells only enough to make me forget it completely when its run its course. 
(Datapanik; 1992-B No. High St., Columbus OH 43201) 

MEAN RED SPIDERS "Last Of The Teen Icons" 7"EP 

Comedy record of the issue-date 70's overmodulated over-the-top overdone 
Imperial Dogs/DMZ-style feedback hate, thick w/ pre-G.G. boasts, threats & general 
chicanery all in the name of being king of Manly Mountain. Greg Prevost's pre- 
Chesterfield Kings combo, I kid you not (where this fits in w/ the Distorted Levels is 
a mystery to me), and if "Kick Your Ass Across The USA" doesn't rival "First Time Is 
The Best Time" for sheer fuuuuuuck-ness then I'm not really sure anything does. Just 
keep that hambone out of your mouth whilst listening & you'll be fine. (Buster Bulb; 
P.O. Box 763, New York NY 10009) 

TERMINALS "Do The Void/Deadly Tango" 7" 

"Disease (Living Off The Fat of Flying Nun)" cassette 

If there's one song that embodies all the left-field baroque drugginess a human can 
find in a given Xpressway release he/she'd be sure to Find it creeping around the edges 
of the Terminals' "Do The Void", a swirling psyche-out of monolithic repetition & 
god-given craft, and the best "hey, I think I’ll try this one" purchase for me in '91. I'm 
led to believe that this is the first baring of the "new" Terminals & that we can expect 
more of the same in the near future-"Void" takes few U-tums around its insistent 
bassline save for blaring, dagger-sharp synth & the squall noises of several guitars 
set for permanent stun that leap around at varying frequencies & wavelengths, and 
leave us not forget red-faced vocals that quite literally bellow "I'm not Bryan 
Ferry!!!". 

The cassette has both 7" tracks live in Dunedin, NZ as well as 8 others that are 
mostly live variations of the "new" not-so-polite sound. "Twilight Environment" 
almost comes close to "Do The Void" for sheer tranced-out density & spookiness, & 
the dichotomy of a warbling pop band playing at dark LSD voodoo-drone in Southern 
New Zealand is almost out there enough for me to really grasp this in a big big way. 
(Xpressway; P.O. Box 85, Port Chalmers, Otago, New Zealand) 

FALL-OUTS "Don't Want The Sun" 7"EP 

I had hoped that a world who probably never heard The Fall-Outs in the first place 
would get its chance to hear them again, because this is dam tootin’ proof positive 
that the new breed has got something to say & 3 years of burial is not enough to shut 
today's speedy-clean generation down. For a lot of people their jive will be little to 
get hot n' bothered over but the Fall-Outs' strength was/is in the very simplicity of 1- 
2-3-4 fast pop attack that's spritely like a workaholic can of bees, tight & quick 
adrenaline-fed she-done-me-wrong packed near-perfect in sub-2 minute blasts. 
Something about these young ravers & fellow Regal Select refugees Nights & 
Days/Nightkings made me do the dance & get glad all over upon their vinyl 
unveilings in '88, & now that the long-dormant Fall-Out crew has somewhat 
recongealed w/ the mysterious "Steven" on 2nd guitar there’s a strikingly good 
possibility that more's on the way. Say, how about a quick discography? 

— "Here I Come/Brothers/Like Me/Selling Answers" 7"EP, 1988. (Regal Select) 

-—"I'm Going Home" on Here Ain't The Sonics tribute LP, 1989. (Estrus) 

—"Greed" on Puget Power 7"EP, 1990. (Regal Select) 

--"Dug My Grave" on The Estrus Lunchbucket 7" box set, 1991. 

— "Don't Want The Sun/Another Fad/She's Out There" 7"EP, 1991. (Estrus; P.O. Box 

2125, Bellingham WA 98227-2125) 






**************************************************************** 

tucker (tuk'er) : One who tucks his shirt into his pants. Common in 
professional settings, yet unfortunately becoming insidiously pervasive in non¬ 
work-related environments. Especially heinous is a t-shirt tucked into jeans, with 
a belt encircling the union. Rock n' roll tuckers: Chris D. (Flesh Eaters); Rob 
Walthcr (Claw Hammer); Charlie Ondras (Unsane); entire Miracle Workers band. 
Only known solution: untucking. —Lance Rock 

*******************************************^*^4,^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

GIBSON BROS Paradise Lounge, SF Summer 1991 

I've waited out numerous line-up changes, lawsuits w/ lame rockabilly bands 
& three LP's on their end & paternity suits, Vivarin problems and a misbegotten 
A-Bones record purchase on mine, but when the Gibson Bros brought their 
travellin' Amcrikin band schtick to the West Coast I forgot the past & sho' 'nuff 
dug the present as given by one of my very favorite top-choice rock n' slop 
combos. Ragged as dirt & equally lowdown, the Gibsons have uprooted the sex 
& drinking secrets of America's forgotten hillbilly pioneers & have steadied any 
inclinations to fire up & rock out w/ a 3-guitar and tubs approach that transcends 
obvious tags & could very well be presentable to a ma & pa with a tolerance for 
feedback. Bearing this in mind, what do you think the night's most well-received 
(if you can call it that) cover was? "Mammy"? "Destroy Exxon"? "Beach Blanket 
Bong-Out"? Nope, their rendition of The Avengers "White Nigger" was well- 
executed in a fashion two decades ahead of what I’d normally expect from these 
funnymen. I reckon new Gibson Jon Spencer is way better suited for this band 
than for his other scumrock project, but he can do whatever he wants. It's a free 
country. The girls in front of us were vexed 'cause "Oh my god, no one is 
dancing", but in my head I was doing a jitterbugging porch-steppin' promenade 
& figured they and the Bros would understand. 



GIBSON BROS photo: Nicole Penegor 




CRIME "San Francisco's Doomed" boot LP 

There's two factions of non-concurrent opinion regarding late 70's S.F. overlords 
CRIME-the healthy, good-looking well-read types place them in an ethereal punk 
rock Valhalla occupied by The Pagans, Avengers, Mad, Users, Controllers, Germs, 
Misfits, Eat, etc. etc.; the rest of you are undoubtedly are swayed to a southerly view 
by the "funkabilly" leanings of their 3rd single & the reunion shows that I've heard 
beshit an already shaky reputation--can't say for sure, alas I was too afraid to check 
them out—a new generation have found their manna thanks to a priceless boot 7" of 
the first two singles, "Hot Wire My Heart/Baby You're So Repulsive" & 
"Frustration/Murder By Guitar" & leave us not forget the Sonic Youth cover of the 
very former. 

The liner notes for this will have it be known that Crime were "too rock for the 
punks, and too punk for the rockers", I think in part due to the explosive guitar leads 
that squealed above, below, out front & behind all else that occurred in those 4 slices 
of sheer primal D.I.Y. blast-off. There's also a borrowed backward outlook to the late 
50's that most of the class of '76-'78 would have been most reluctant to 'fess up about, 
let alone revel & wallow in—tempting to say that Crime were the most "fuck you" 
band of the era (the back cover does) due to their distance (real & related) from their 
peers but, you know, I wasn't there. 

"San Francisco's Doomed" is a fine companion piece to the original two records, 
kinda like a bulb to a light or a pig to a poke. Two different live-in-the-studio sides, 
one '78 & one '79, both of which, when viewed up close & personal (& maybe on a 
bill with say. The Avengers & Dils?) must've been pretty top dog. The so-called spirit 
of the age is personified quite well in the fine "Rock and Roll Enemy #1", which a 
year later was to be dubbed "Flipout", and "Flyeater" makes a squall that's more akin 
to a really fast Velvets than a luded-out Gene Vincent. Of course the sides are not half 
the insanity of the singles & it'd be foolish to register this as some kind of real major 
unearthing—let’s hold the gasps for some "Hot Wire"-era demos that are undoubtedly 
being waxed up now (perhaps the good people who put this out, "Solar Lodge" of 
"England" could lend a hand). It's a good listen, value for money, supply & demand & 
all that as well as a prophecy written. History couldn't have said it any better. (Solar 
Lodge; c/o 130 Talbot Rd., London Wll 1JA, England) 

CELL "Stratosphere/Never Too High" 7" 

Takes most of the s-t-r-e-c-h-e-d open drug universe-soaring that Monster Magnet 
tried to rub our faces in and wheels & deals on an even higher plain, that of the bent 
and broken guitar "hook" on "Stratosphere" that brings up funny dreamscapes of 
deserts, skies & a very loud electric void. A cleaned-up mix wouldn't be nearly as 
enlightening, but this debut from N.Y.'s Cell has got plenty to give for pipe-stuffers 
and non. Something decidedly & beautifully not-of-this-earth is captured in parts of 
the A-side while the B's a little more formulaic in that I equate it more w/ the "grunge 
rock movement" people keep telling me about. They say that "we can never get high 
enough". What is it with you kids today? I'm calling it a one-shot wad & hoping I'm 
wrong. (Ecstatic Peace; Cell's address is 87 E. 3rd St. #7, New York NY 10003) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "Talkin' Trash" compilation LP 

A righteous blast of "greasy rhythm & blues with attitude '54-'63" from the 
bottomless treasure chest of Crypt/Strip/Greasy/ etc. Their comps are programmed w/ 
the kind of care & reverence for the nation's past steaming underbelly that an anal 
retentive could (and does) really & truly appreciate, and wouldn't it be a riot if some of 
this moanin' & jivin' was actually recorded on a Jersey 4-track around 1990 or so (ref. 
Raunch Hands "Tiger Guitars", Back From The Grave Vol. IIP ? Whatever, the vast 
majority of this concerns itself w/ little more than the matter at hand, which is 
flamingly crude bone-rattle, which means that when the Dorsets proclaim, "I like my 
biscuits fluffy, child, with rice on the side" to the horns & tinkling ivories around 
them you'd better believe that they knew what they were talking about. (Greasy; no 
address; try Crypt, Hopfenstr 32, 2000 Hamburg 36, Germany) 



LANCE ROCK'S TOP 10 (Cumulative) 

1. SOLGER 'American Youth" 

2. CIRCLE ONE "Let’s Get Rid Of Society" 

3. RF7 "Fuck Money" 

4. CRANKSHAFT "New Wave Homos" 

5. NEGATIVE APPROACH "Ready To Fight 

6. DECADENCE "Slam" 

7. WILLFUL NEGLECT "Eat My Shit & Die" 

8. MISGUIDED "They Take Your Money" 

9. VOID "My Rules" 

10. YOUTH PATROL "America’s Power" 


VARIOUS ARTISTS "Feel Lucky, Punk?" boot LP 

The true heroes of the scene are the good Americans (& "Scandinavians") risking 
life, limb & personal fortune to bring their record collections to vour ears-the man 
who brought us the "Killed By Death" series of blazing tuff-gnarl late 70's/early 80's 
punk (let's call him Cohen) has added names like THE DOGS, JOHN BERENZY 
GROUP, VICIOUS VISIONS & FREESTONE to a common vernacular that might never 
have become so enriched were it not for this man's outright altruism & love for the 
people of our punk rock community. I can't even fathom the psyches of those who 
persist in buying records like the Pagans’ "Six & Change" or The Fix's "Vengeance" 
at Si00 a pop when they could own these and many other fine songs on LP's for under 
$10, but some people, they just don’t understand. 

So it appears that we have here a boot containing not only a few of the awesome, 
fire-breathing numbers already collected on the "Killed By Death" volumes (i.e. 
Nervous Eaters' "Just Head", Violaters' "NY Ripper", etc.) but also 2 more amazing 
QUEERS cuts from their '83 7"—the epitome of snot , perfected seven years after it 
should have been—and new-to-me slobbering genius like the Nasal Boys' "Hot Love", 
which, if we are to believe the album jacket, is "what Crime SHOULD have sounded 
like". Gotcha. You're also treated to three rather pedestrian blasts from Australia’s 
ROCKS circa the "Your (sic) So Boring" 7" & both MAD A-sides, which can appear 
on every compilation I buy hereon for all I care (and I do care). Undoubtedly there's 
more gold in the hills of the lonely boys who frequent the Gilman St. rec swap (how 
about a double LP of all the late 70's Raw Records singles, o bootlegger?), and I’m 
ready to see this "bad ass neg vibe" start gushing in spades. You? (sorry, no address) 

When the revolution comes (and of course it's only a matter of time) we will 
throw off the chains of the oppressor and dance on whitey’s grave. Until then I'd 
like for you to examine a compilation called Kill Rock Stars , if only for one 
track, and that track is the one that's probably filled my mental jukebox more 
than any other as of late-BIKINI KILL’S "Profit From The Lie". I’m guessing 
it’s not really even called that or at least am pretending it isn’t-but really, get 
out the love rock flag & I'll start waving—this builds & boils so convincingly 
I ve sworn never to play it on Veteran’s or Memorial Day, a deceptively simple 
take on something Patti Smith might've done if "Piss Factory" hadn’t reached 
her noggin first. The melodics allow for a gentle same-riff transformation from a 
sweetly-crooned manifesto (of or to what, I can not say) into a pained & pissed- 
off crashing that emotes nothing I can understand in words but everything in 
music. Seriously righteous without even trying too hard & the band's barely out 
of the womb. Bikini Kill contain at least one refugee from K Records’ GO 
TEAM & oh-my-god-Calvin Johnson touted them from the stage last time he 
skipped though town, and they've written one of the 2 or 3 songs I’ll remember 
'91 for. Viva la.**************************************************** 


Jay's Top Ten 

1. Vivarin 

2. Caffedrine 

3. Effedrine 

4. Jimmies 

5. Cross-Tops 

6. No-Doz 

7. Crystal 

8. Bennies 

9. Scrutties 

10. Wombies 






THE GORIES 



Interviewed via San Francisco/Detroit pony express, 
November 1991 


THE CORIES: SUPERDOPE: 

Dan Kroha: Guitar, Vocals 

Mick: Guitar, Vocals Jay Hinman, E.S.Q. 

Peg O’Neil: Drums 

SD: Describe—in 10 words or less, please-THE GORIES’ manifesto. 
Mick: 8 words--I think I got it--Never let the audience forget who they saw. 

Peg: Damn. 

Dan: That sounds like a good one. 

SD: Many of the greats-Barry Henssler, Rockwell, The Romantics, 
etc.-have been from the Detroit area. 

Peg(incredulously): Barry Henssler is a great. Yeah, so is Rockwell. 

Dan: He must be joking-He MUST be joking. 

Peg: I started kicking the shit out of Barry Henssler last time I saw him at St. 
Andrew’s. 

Dan: Why? 

Mick: Who is he? 

Peg: Because I hate him. Because his little cronies at fucking Motorbootv slammed 
The Gories, that’s why. 
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Dan: Isn’t he the one from Big Chafe? 

Peg: What was that other band he used to be in? 

Dan: Necros. 

Peg: NECROS. 

Mick: Oh he was in the Necros? The Necros RULE on that first EP & then they took 
a total dive down the toilet. 

Peg: I was going “What the fuck’s your problem*’ & y’know, he was being the 
biggest DICK. 

SD: How has Detroit’s rich cultural lineage manifested itself in your 
attack? 

Dan: Not THAT lineage. 

Mick: Our lineage comes more from the other side of 8-mile. 

Dan: Yeah, NOT from Ann Arbor. Plus Barry Henssler’s from fucking Toledo! 

Mick: I think it has a lot to do with fortune... 

Peg: I don’t think it has anything to do with Detroit, it has more to do with “Back 
From The Grave*’ or “Dimension Of Sound’* or whatever. r 
Mick: It’s more of a taste thing, we haven’t really drawn upon it. 

Peg: It’s not like we worship the MC5 or The Stooges like everyone else around 
here. And we never did, either. 

Mick: No. 

Peg: And I’m proud to say. 

Dan: Plus they’re from Ann Arbor anyway. 

Peg: (in answer to question) Just like everything cool & non-fucking-pretentious, 
you know, not necessarily Detroit. 

Dan: The MC5 were from Lincoln Park anyway. ( wiseacre--SD ) 

SD: Were you approached by Alex Chilton for production duties on 
the 2nd LP or vice versa? 

Mick: He asked us. 

Dan: Our wonderful friend Dan Rose played a tape of us for him. 

Mick: Alex was apparently enamored of our sound. 

Peg: Yeah, this guy played a tape for him & he was like, “Whoa...no fucking way...’’ 
Dan: He played the tape & didn’t tell him who it was, he didn’t try to plug us at all - 
just wanted to see if it caught his ear and it did. 

Mick: He just put a tape on and partied with him. 









SD: Do you think he appreciated your outlook on recording, which I 
assume to be generally “hands off’? 

Peg: Fuck yeah. 

Mick: It was pretty hands off. We just recorded, and... 

Peg: That’s it. Well, Mick took over about one-quarter of the way through as far as 
the mixing goes & Alex was pretty agreeable...he wasn’t like “get the fuck out of 
here’’ & we didn’t have to gag him & put him in the bathroom. 

SD: What kind of reaction did The Gories receive opening for 
Chilton in New York City? 

Peg: (fake suppressed laugh) 

Dan: Well, the first time we opened for him was at the Knitting Factory, that should 
tell you right there what kind of reaction we got. 

Peg: Fu-fu art faggie bullshit. 

Mick: The audience sat in their chairs like a bunch of fucking grasseaters. They sat 
there & looked at us. The club hated us. 

Peg: A bunch of our fans who were there to see us wanted to move the tables out of 
the way but the club wouldn’t let them. The sound guy liked us. Everyone else was just 
like “What the FUCK’*. We weren’t cerebral enough for them. 

Mick: We obviously didn’t sound enough like Sun Ra for us to be worth their while. 

SD: I first heard The Gories on a Wanghead Records comp that billed 
itself as the “hottest racist, sexist trash around” or something 
equally poetic. Whatever happened to these fine Americans? 

Peg: That sounds like Lenny. 

Mick: Lenny makes helicopter parts now. 

Dan: Yeah, Wanghead went defunct. 

Mick: Thanks in no small part to The Gories. 

Peg: All I can say for Lenny is that he recorded us for free, basically, and that’s really 
all I can say for him because he tried to rip us off and fuck him. And now he makes 
helicopter parts on a farm. 

Dan: He also makes the grinder pieces for stump grinders. 

Mick: We just want you to know this. Yeah, Lenny recorded us... 

Peg: He did have that cool corregated shed that we recorded in, that was fairly useful. 
Dan: He had this corregated steel shed with a dirt floor & that was pretty much 




Wanghead. 

Mick: It was a quonset hut. 

Peg: I remeber we had that big ‘ol piece of plywood to block the sound from one of 
your amps to my drums—I don’t know why you guys were doing it—and Mick kept 
tripping over it. 

Mick: He’d come in & push the microphones up to the amplifiers & every time he 
walked out of the room we’d move the amps out of the way again—we’d do the song & 
we’d sit there listening to him play it back & he’d be scratching his head going, 
“Man, I know I put those microphones up to the amp, I can’t figure out what’s 
wrong”. 

Dan: If you listen to that record (House Rockin’) closely you can hear the sound 
reverberating off the tin walls. 

Mick: It’s beautiful. 

Dan: It is. 

Mick: Just what we wanted. 

SD: Where’d the great cover shot for “House Rockin’” come from? 
Dan: Steve Shaw was working at a photographic lab and people would bring in old 
negatives to get them developed, & he was developing old negatives one day & he 
came across that one and saved a print of it for himself. 

Mick: And he showed it to us one night when we were drinking. 

Peg: It’s obviously someone who lives around here & they’ll probably sue us if they 
ever see it. 

Mick: It looks just like my sister & I can always explain that to her. In fact my 
nephew saw it and swore up & down it was my sister but it isn’t my sister. If she ever 
saw it she’d beat my ass. 

Peg: I’m waiting for the people whose family it is to see it—”God damn, those 
motherfuckers stole our negative!” 

Mick: “That’s me!” 

Peg: All of a sudden we’ll be confronted with like 15 big black women at a show 
saying, “Gimme some fucking royalties NOW!”. That's when we throw Mick at them, 
say "here". 

Mick: Gee thanks 





_ fool likp the records have more or less captured The 

Gorl«'° r..b' a & raw live ..s.h.llc: 1 Ihlnk Jus, abeut 

anyied, would agree that the 2nd LF "tightened up" qu.te a hit 

MlTwell te'tc.u.e we played ah dte songs on the 2nd LF more than 

P^'Yeah thafs about it. Plus when we recorded the 2nd record we were sitting in 
Ihe studiffor two weeks straight & all we had to do was dunk about that. When we 
were doing our first album we were doing it every other fucking week. 

Mick: A couple of the songs on the 2nd LP we weren't even playing (live) when we 

Pe^^llcMW' personally, when we recorded the 2nd one I was like "Shit, shit I 
betmr get it right!". People just say that 'cause it has Alex Chiltons name on it. I 
don't know why...people say, "Oooh, your second record's lamer or something. 

Z: : U Si *a! fu^weird production quality or lack thereof which is the 

songs veah, "Nitroglycerine” sounds like we do live, and a couple others. 

Peg 8 : ’/think the album gets progressively better, or like us, as you lis en. 

Han* The ones he produced by himself dont sound right. 

{^“ecorLg id coieg.-.d «“1 r ““ «“ ““ 

Mlck““' definlely «. .cou.llc. .bins Tire's deM-ely not as much -leakage" on 
the 2nd LP, not enough "compression". We tried. 

SD- Do you feel any musical kindred spirit with anyone else in the 
£ or In the rest of the world? Have you ever heard Seattle s 

NIGHTKINGS? 

Mick: That's kind of a loaded question. 

Peg: What about the Bo Weevils, man? 

Peg-’ The/had 'this/ne really cool 45 which I can personally relate to. I know Dan 
LSd I dL l knoS 1m Mick. Ii‘s Clod Tha. GW", h had -he » ...O-cc; you 
could tell they looked at music the same way we do. 

F.“g- * shiL..you know wha. I « .bou. 

£ SL^y cS pl.y h live. Dan Roc. saw -hem in New York * ,.,d -he, can. 

XiS i'.demdy'mo'e wuh The Milkahakes .ban whh Thee Mighly &.». ■« 
because of how* they sound, but because we’re more in that particular rang 
Milkshakes are more the '64-'65 version & Thee Mighty Caesars are like the 65_ 
version I identify more with the Milkshakes and that's what I try & do with The 

Gories. 

Dan: I know The Nights & Days. 

Da 8 n:^e^/TLool'& Days is now in the Nightkings. but that 
Nights & Days 45 is really ruling. 

Peg: Yeah, "Garbage Can . 

Mick: Is that "(sings main riff)"? 

Mick/oh 'fuct’yeah! Yeah, I've heard Seattle's Nights & Days & they're pretty 

Dam'Well now they're called the Nightkings but they're still pretty cool. 

Peg: Who else? 

Han- Girl Trouble...Cheater Slicks... , o , 

Mick: The problem with so many of these bands that come out along t e incs 
us) is that they're much louder & more metal-sounding than we are. 


Peg: They're like '69 as opposed to '65, which is cool, but it's not the same. We 
worship the earlier blues influence rather than the later, not the Eric Clapton thing. 
Mick: We're not so much into the Stooges/MC5 thing as we are... 

Peg: The Kinks, The Keggs, the fucking Creation, The Eyes, 13th Floor Elevators. 
Mick: Loud feedback on stage. 

SD: What’s the worst band you ever played with & why? 

Peg: We've played with so many...Who'd we play with at The Rainbow? 

Dan: Oh, we played with Hole, they were pretty bad. 

Peg: Hole, god, they were REALLY bad!! 

Mick: Were they the ones that kept saying "We are Nirvana"? 

Peg: I heard them giving someone an interview downstairs & they're going, "We're 
soooooo influenced by Mudhoney". They were so...STUPID and musically retarded. I 
was just looking at them going, oh my god, I can't fucking believe this. 

Mick: When we played with them they played 8 songs-5 of them were in the key of 
B, the 3 that weren't were covers. 

Peg: And I had to use the drummer's drumset, she had like a 10-million piece drumset 
& everyone told me it sounded like absolute shit & I wanted to de-tune them but I 
knew she'd get really pissed. 

Mick: Should've done it anyway, I don’t think they’d have noticed. 

Peg: Yeah, they were definitely the most useless. Did we ever play with The Generals 
or any lame stupid-ass band like that? 

Dan: Yeah, we played with The Generals. 

Peg: They sucked, they SUCKED at The Pub!! 

Dan: At Finney's, we opened for The Generals. 

Peg: They're just like... 

Dan: They can blow me. 

Mick: I don't remember it, so it must have been a cohesive show for us anyway. 

SD: Important question--how major a role does fortified wine play 
In The Gories* overall scheme? 

Dan: Well basically everything-it's the sperm that fertilized the egg or something 
like that. We were drinking it the night we started the band. 

Mick: No, we were drinking beer. You had a 6 of Bud. 

Dan: Oh—well—so much for that beautiful story. The first gig you were drinking it—I 






Mkkt TgoT WIPED on Thunderbird ESQ, which they don't make anymore, that was 
the "red" version of Thunderbird. 

Dan: The grape Kool-Aid flavored version of Thunderbird. 

-V- *»“* «* — T *' “ r 

Take 3- "Heecey mm! More Thunderbird!". Take 7: "Aaaaaaaa-Haaaaaaa!!! . The 
photo session on the cover of "Here Be The Cories" I drank Thunderbird-no wait- 

Pegr^And^you pukeVm the wastebasket! The next week. Steve was going, "Heeey, 
someone puked in the wastebasket... 

Mick: You didn't know it was me? 

Peg- He didn't, I did & I just started laughing-I'm like. It was Mick, can t you 
Mick: Fortified wine -well, we used to drink it a lot. We don! anymore. 

Peg: 1 do, those guys don't. In fact they just came out with Wild Irish Rose 
PLATINUM. And Cisco's OK if you're already wasted. ..... ... . h , nes 

Mick: We were trying to cultivate this image of a hard-drinking rhythm & blues 
band and we would get fucked up & get on stage and not be able to play. 

Peg- We^hadU *in a petri dish. And whoever drank the most got the bottle. 1 
remember one time at The Rainbow when Mick & I were trying to slam down as much 
Night Train as possible 'cause both of us wanted the bottle. We were competing for it. 
Mick: Well, Peg won that night. 

Peg: Yeah, I won after about the third song, when I couldnt play y , y more ' 

Mick: That was such a fun night, it's a shame they closed that club down because of 

Dan: Well do you remember that very first show at St. Andrew's Church? 

Mick: I was the drunk one that night. 

Peg: Yeah, Rob Tyner introduced us before he died. 

Dan: And he also played zither-or autoharp-and sang songs about Viet Nam 

P«: l He h w U as S really pretty boring & stupid. And remeber Raz, Vegas Ite-to played 
with Art Phag but we didn't know him at the time & he kept fucking with e lg s 
I was freaking out because I was on mushrooms. He kept nicking them on & off and I 

couldn't keep time. 

I ,»» I m w. 

fortified wine because it was like, we could keep up the image or we could learn how to 

play- 

Pep* We decided to do neither. 4 ^ T ... 

Dan: Well it's kinda resurfaced, 'cause in the matrix of the Sub Pop 45 I told them to 

write "HSQ--From Us To You . «• u rn 

Peg: One time Dan got in a fight at a bar 'cause the guy kept calling him Greg Brady 
Dan: OK wait, here's the ingredients: I was kinda fucked up, and l was wearmg these 
polyester pants that have this HUGE hound-tooth checked pattern with bellbottoms 
an/if you look at the cover of the Zakary Thaks record, one of the guys in the band 
has the exact same pants-so I had these pants w/ a brown turtleneck & this wide belt- 
1 was STYLING, man, Beatle boots, the whole fucking shmere. 

Peg: He had real long hair with big 'ol sideburns. , . TUCM lhic 0 ,, v 

Dan: And this kid kept saying "Greg Brady, man, Greg Brady! . And THEN this guy 
that knows him says "Oh man, he's always talkmg so much shit, he deserves to g 
his ass kicked". I was drunk & I was feelin' BAD, 1 was like, AH right man, I LL do 
it", so I walk up to him & go "Greg Brady, hunh, you think thats funny? & punched 

Peg: I walked into the lobby & I remember you had that motherfucker by the 
THROAT, man. 

Dan: I'm tough. 

SD: Rumour has It that there are three new 7" records on the way, 
among other releases. Someone said that one of these releases is 



famed oi label Sub Pop. Please elaborate. 

Peg: Everytime someone's heard me say we're gonna be putting a thing out on Sub 
Pop, they’ve been calling me saying "Don't do it 'cause they rip everyone off & 
they’re a bunch of assholes". We did it ’cause they gave us $500 up front. That's about 
the only reason we did it. 

Dan: It cost $50 to do it. 

Mick: I didn't mind doing it for Sub Pop 'cause I figured it'd be a shock to those guys 
in the singles club to get a record that didn't sound like "Whooooahh (mimics typical 
Big Chafe riff) . And of course EVERY SINGLE Sub Pop record sounds like that. 

Dan: Here’s the beef on 45's: One is actually out as of 3 days ago-it's on In The Red 
Records from Fullerton, CA & we're going to have another one on Estrus & then 
there's an Australian record on Giant Claw records-they have ever) tiling they need so 
we’re just waiting on their asses to do it. 

SD: Who’s been the victim of lame (as in blindly unthinking) 
comparisons more, Mick (Howlin’ Wolf) or Peg (Mo Tucker)? 

Peg: No, I think there's been more lame comparisons for the band—like to the 
fucking CRAMPS. 

Mick: And fucking Pussy Galore. Great day in the morning, we don't sound any 
goddamn thing like Pussy Galore! 

Peg: I’ve been compared to Mo Tucker a lot & I'd much rather be compared to her 
than us as a band to The Cramps. 

Mick: Dan never even heard the Cramps until about 6 months after we'd played 
together. 

Peg: Neither had I! 

Mick: We get compared to the Cramps more than any individual does to anything. 
Peg: And I think it’s really offensive to be compared...even to the Cramps I think 
it's offensive, I’d rather be compared to Pussy Galore. Remember when we got all 
those reviews back from France it was just like, 'The Cramps", "The Cramps", "The 
Cramps"—that was the only word you could understand 'cause it was all in French. 
That’s the only thing I regret about being produced by Alex Chilton 'cause I knew that 
was gonna happen. Get over it. 

Mick: The only comparison between us and the Cramps is that we don't have a bass 
guitar & even the Cramps have a bass guitar now and that’s IT, that's it. There's no 
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pretty low profile thusfar, especially on thU * ? main,ained a 

change "all that"? ’ ** y n *his coast—any plans to 
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I eg. We re a band's band, dude 

whow«^xr Ru d SdoeT you «*• - ^ ne y , 

•‘eg: We get an overVy bTd recemtn J F,bergIass ’ I'm your main man!" 

funheMo get a bad reception, you know w^lTsaylnf? & WeVe 8 ° ing l ° * n,vel 

crap. It's kind of ourfau[° m ° te ° UrScIves at a11 ’ we don '‘ mak e big press kits & that 
Mick: W e didn't go Hollywood. 

n eg: . ^, e re Iike the laz <est band in show business. 

Han. We are, were the laziest possible. 

otox i ou, , .tuU t '.'w° n L°(fttk'weK?* w '' re '“Un, 

SL'SS: STuL" itvlT' -' ^ f '»' ■>»*• H l Fey'd be 

E d tiTl'lTTr ttXZSZX* 

WIICK Its the 8-fold path of musicianship. 

up 8 for a 3 "fal^f^o^d^'f really C ezfwct'anythiifg” y °“' rc . really -i u ^ setti "g yourself 
seems like a lot. ^ ^ y tiun g to begin with then what you get 

love you guys because ywjusf DONTCARE' 2 ° n m ° re ^ ° nC occasion - ‘hough? I 
Peg: It's true. 

Mlc'k^ S e h °I U n P at ,!° °' C,OCk at the c,ub ' we NEVER do a soundcheck... 
attempt to set out Aprove’dlat you don't^have to JESUS? T 3 n ° n deIiberate 

Han knew 2 chords-I LEARNED 2 chords P 8 ' ^ ° nCg before formin g The Gortes. 

mi* 1 ii" *“/ i'zfizuzzt: md n n T touched 

It's just a matter of doing it you iust eoita We , Wa T te ^ to hear » so we had to make it. 
nail for all you're worth. 8 ’ y J 8 grab WhatS ° n hand ' « et U P °n stage, and 
I eg: Rock n' roll, smoke a bowl. 

SI): Anything important left unsaid? 

Lian: Our first album is actually on CD now Yon . i 

walls reverberating in digital sound. "° W hear th ° Se corru g alc d steel 

Mick: Only 700 copies pressed of the vinyl LP. 

we never got paid for,T thatVha^yolfrct'ayi^LikVSh'^k"' °T l ° Eur0pc lhat 
Konrv> nAr ] fn them? y “ y ng - Ll * e Shigaku, what the fuck ever 





Mick: Can you say "fly by night"? 

Dan. 300 are sitting in college radio stations and/or some fanzine person's house. 
400 are actually in circulation, so it's gonna be worth BUCKS, man! I bought a used 
copy. 

Peg: I always see used copies. I always buy them for 4 bucks. 

Dan: We had absolutely nothing to do with the cover of our New Rose album 
Mick/Peg: AT ALL. 

Peg: They suck! They have the worst fucking graphic artists I've ever seen. 

Mick: That wasn't what we asked for at all! 

Dan: If we ever ahold of those motherfuckers, watch out. 

Mick: I'm kicking me some French asses. 

Peg: They couldn’t have done a worse job! They're evil, they're stupid, they're 
talentless. I hate that cover. PINK AND PURPLE! What’s up with that? 

Dan: The third one we’re doing ourselves. Crypt Records. 

Mick: However, Mort Todd will not be appearing on the Gories LP. None of that 
goddamn drippy shit. 

fiflRIES DISCOGRAPHY 

- Give Me Love" and "You Little Nothing" on It Came From The Garage Vol. IT comp 

(Wanghead) 

- House Rockin' LP (Wanghead) 

—"Nitroglycerine/Makin' Love" 7" (New Rose) 

-I.Know You FINE. But How You Doin' LP (New Rose) 

-"Telepathic/Hate" 7" (In The Red) 

-"You Don't Love Me/Gimme Some Money" 7" (Sub Pop) forthcoming. 

-"To Find Out/Ichiban" 7" (Giant Claw, AUS) forthcoming. 

- also forthcoming: Estrus Records 7"; Crypt Records LP 


CRYSTALIZED MOVEMENTS "Blown Over/Through A Glass" 7" 

Marginal psych slop which has about as much a chance of moving one to the next 
astral plane as it does sprouting wings & flying there itself. "Blown Over" has an 
element or three that could've coagulated into a screeching mindbowler and I'd really 
like to see these Yankees front & center in a live & in-person situation to truly 
appreciate what I know lurks w/ forked tongue behind rather timid structures on vinyl. 

For now, I wait. (Twisted Village; P.O. Box 19, Windham CT 06280) 

MUMMIES "Skinny Minnie/You Can't Sit Down" 7" 

More laff riot anti-tech bashing from the clown pnnces'of San Mateo. Judging from 
the Halloween show I recently went through w/ dozens of other beaned-up young go- 
getters, the Mummies aren't at all yet ready to wind down like The Dwarves of the 
recent past, and for that we can all be thankful. (Rekkids; 15592 Sandusky Ln. 
Westminster CA 92683) 

BRA INBOMBS 

BRAINBOMBS Jack The Ripper Lover/No End" 7" 

"Anne Frank/No Guilt" 7" 

Sometimes it takes a bolt from the clear like this or a Liimanarina or an Electric 
Manchakou or maybe a White Stains or how about a Hanadensha to make one realize 
that We Are Not Alone in the world in the cutting & crafting of top-flite aural grind 
And these Swedes are about as top-flite as I’ve heard in eons, total rabid & frothing 
Lucifer rant that could be pinpointed in a million different directions ("the grunge 
scene", "the hate scene", "the jazz-skronk noise scene") & still be dead wrong. "Jack" 
stumbles about at first like a demented jazzbo freedom ride but quickly settles into 
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THE deadliest slow slip-groove trance I can imagine, achingly raw & beautiful in a 
don't-look-in-the-mirror kind of beautiful way. The others all slash w/ hellbent guitar 
tones & hom flares that have literally burned their way into my sleep patterns, 
making for disoriented waking hours every so often, you bet. When our boys tell 
you that they "Hate/Fucked Anne Frank" it'd be smart to remember that they re not 
trying to make friends. If Blackjack can really coral these guys into releasing some 
stateside vinyl you're gonna be hearing some war whoops from every circle 
imaginable. Get ready. (Brainbombs; c/o Tiljander, Langg 56, 824 00 Hudik, Sweden; 
or c/o Bryngelsson, Vanortsv 31, 824 00 Hudik, Sweden) 

**************************************************************** 


UNSANE "Unsane" LP & Live 12-16-91 Heinz Club, Oakland 

I've alternately clutched this band to my swelling bosom & later wanted to toss 
their singles across the room-yet word was that the Unsane live were <m e^enence 1 
most certainly needed & I can now heartily concur...but fust, the LP. I doubt this 1 
shut the Webster on NY evil, heavy fucking killer, man noise but right now_ thist leaks 
an ugly fluid from every open pore that I don't want to touch, thanks mighty fine U) 
listen to however at the nastiest all-out peaks. They haven t made the frighten-the- 
ponies record I thought they could/would make-that monster Sub Pop single was a 
clanging masterpiece of an aberration-& the shit here, once youve accepted.it as the 
good redundant, thinly-produced, soil-your-bnefs din it is, is worth holding onto 
Listening to it after having wave after wave of this very same operatic formed killjazz 
rained from the stage was bound to be what you might call a letdown. They kicked up 
some major reverb demons that backed the gathered legions up a half-step or two & to 
think they gotta do this every night-did someone say Uranus? The new 

"Exterminator" from the LP is as deceptively friendly as *^"!fwh V TkeS 
unguarded, it made for a fantastic trance assault to end the evening s party Why 1 kept 
thinking Birthday Party I'm not qualified to say. but all I know is Char .e Ondras is 
this year's big-daddy drum kingpin & knows a thing or two about entertainment 

none of this bullshit NY chip on the shoulder bad-ass-ness. e . J^^onderflA 

Americans making a great stupefying racket and I say to myself am t it a wonderful 
thing. It's what a goddamn night out's all about. (Matador; 611 Broadway, Suite 712, 
New York NY 10012) 



UNSANE 


Photo: Nicole Penegor 














LET'S CALL A DUCK A DUCK DEPT. 

MONSTER MAGNET "Spine Of God" CD 

Didn't take too long for these overachievers to sink to less than total mediocrity- 
"it's a Satanic drug thing, you wouldn't understand"-fucking damn straight, hippie. I 
should've listened to Grady I guess, but Monster Magnet's first 2 7”s stand in this 
mind as supreme examples of accidents-will-happen lo-fi bump & grind, hell, the 
excitement wasn't mine only from what I hear. It hurts most to think that I finally 
broke down & acquired a CD player so I could hear these Soundgarden-come-lalelys' 
CD/Cas-only release-the proverbial last straw, shit, THE MAN wins again. MM are 
dead-set on recreating some bullshit Stonehenge/"When The Levee Breaks'Vacid 
fiowerpeople haze chock full of references to last night's tab, bong hit, whatever. 
Hey, I'm a guy who likes to party, but drug talk & packaging this calculated again 
begs the question, "Do real druggies advertise?". 

Where they once treaded the desperate arts of maxed-out left field fuzz & wah with 
few hints given, they now run tepid w/ so many preconceived moves to the 
overground's least-common denominators that I can see many high a high school 
flannel hessian copping a major buzz from this package. In 1971 maybe you would 
have done the same. And let's factor in maybe the WORST cover/jacket (what do you 
call it on a CD?) art seen in anything this side of Metal Blade in quite a while 
complete w/ a "Parental Advisory-Explicit Lyrics" warning, and well, you can start 
laughing anytime you want. (Primo Scree/Caroline; this CD was sold back before I 
could think to copy the address) 


THE GORIES M Telepathic/Hate M 7" 

Back to the steel shed (or so it sounds) for the thoroughly budget ASS-KICK we've 
come to expect. My copy may or may not have inversed labels, but what I think is 
Hate is about as genial as our coveipeople will get, meaning it's a discordant garage 
stng-along romp for young twisters & gyraters (like you) while "Telepathic" is 
sloppy, delirious primiuvism fashioned w/ the nuts and bolts running a wee bit short- 
fucking great, naturally. (In The Red; P.O. Box 49593, Los Angeles CA 90049) 


CURRENT HEAVTFS 

1. DEADBEATS "Let's Shoot Maria" (from Dangerhonse Collection Vnl i 


2. SPACEMEN 3 "Walking With Jesus" (from Losing Touch With Ynnr 
Mind LP 

3. THEE MIGHTY CAESARS "I Can Judge A Daughter" (from Acronolis 
Now LP) 

4. WEENIE ROAST "Flowerpot" (from Not All That Terrifies Harms comp 
cassette) 

l' I™2?F S 1 Want You " (from any Tr °gg s greatest hits LP) 

6. SWELL MAPS "Dresden Style" (from re-issued Train Out Of Tt CD) 

7. FLESH EATERS "We'll Never Die" (from Hard Road To Follow LP) 

8. SHAMES "My World Is Upside Down" (from Back From The Grave. Vnl a 


9. FALL "Jawbone And The Air-Rifle" (from Hex F.ndnction Hn.,r LP 

10. DIE KRUEZEN "Hate Me" (from Cows And R^r 7") 

11. SLOW "Bad Man" (from Slow EP) 

12. ELECTRIC MANCHAKOU "She Said” (from first 7") 

13. DINOSAUR "Lose" (from You're Living All Ovpr Mp LP) 

14. USERS I m In Love With Today" (from first 7") 

15. WORLD OF POOH "Laughing At The Ground" (from The Land Of 
Thirst LP) 


























hack ISSUES 

SCHIIT HUNT #T The debut of Scrut Hunt was tucked away inside early issues of 
wT/lLt when no one was looking. A 1-page xerox folded ongarn, 
style into Various shapes, it had a brief Drunk In J U ^' nl ™oUT 
records discography, and s °™ c ^ Life With'The 

SC “ T Missing Finge, 

SCRUT HUNT M; SWA. An tsmededicatcd toihen^p &^ 

SCRUT — £?£&?£* “ 

Nuf Std 

scrut 

pages, SOLD OUT. 


sure “ D R 0 S;^M 

Make checks or money orders out to "Jay Hinman", remit to: 
SUPERDOPE/Jay Hinman 
520 Frederick Street, Box 33 
San Francisco, CA 94117 


Ht 'K'Sfy"^S«T~k 60 seconds (.11 I saw li»e. My TOD to convince 

S“=* 

angry Heartbreak** w/ an audrenceoflOor 12 ^oknew y ^ 
ccrimis ooundine of pavement. This Sympathy / is cuueo lrom urc 6 ' 

LP eood^luck finding one, the regional/ethnic conflict which is now being called 
^The Humpers War" has erased any of the U.S. imports drat might have ever made it 
oler -id while rme in every best possible way, the hard rock-solid gu«tar strokes & 
f Drake are a real big pleasure when piled on top of each other, & 

sMe dented .O ticking off ”he accomplishment of Ion 
"Kneepads" Wahl. LA. does it again. Fuck. (Sympathy; 4901 Vugtma Avenue. Li g 
Beach CA 90805) 









WINGTIP SLOAT 7"EP 

A very VERY good addition to the swinging singles market, w/ "Mil" recoiling A 
popping off like an Xprcssway-inspircd version of S.F.'s Trunk, complete w/ 
inexplicable song-structure trapdoor exit in the middle Sl stop start dynamics that'll 
clean the mental clock spotless. The remaining three are punchy enough to cough up 
visions of defunkified carly-SST Tar Babies & they generally make some very vague 
basic points about nothing in particular; perhaps it's an East Coast indie thing and 

you wouldn't understand? (Sweet Portable You; 1937 Kennedy Dr. #T-2; McLean VA 

22102) 

DAVID MITCHELL/DENISE ROUGHAN "Dead Dog In Port Chalmers" 7" 

These key elements of the excellent New Zealand pop melodicists the 3D's have 
taken their non-actualized "swarthy songs for swabs" angle to new avenues w/ "Grey 
Funnel Line , a shanty of epic sea faring & guitar drone that I can imagine spinning 
every Thanksgiving or so. Now I don't have much time for Mitchell’s pieces on Side 
A, so I really ought to run. Supposedly the last Xpressway "record"? (Xpressway; 
P.O. Box 85, Port Chalmers, Otago, New Zealand) 


LATE REVIEWS 


BARBARA MANNING "One Perfect Green Blanket" 

LP 

A noisefest. Retarded children’s artwork cover a la HAPPY 
FLOWERS. Churning basslines, echoey vocals, “skew” guitar work 
etc. (WG) 

(Black Jack, PO Box 2503, Goleta, CA 93118) 


SKA DERR & THE REJECTONES 7" 

. totally jake and mysterious pummel, and if 
this is really from CA I'd be floored. A good dousing 
of Amrep philosophy and some earnestly dishevel¬ 
ling guitar that could almost be spliced right onto 
any Skullflower track you wanna name and still 
sound just "right." Add some label/sleeve art that 
even a crayon-in-hand expert like Mr. Horribly 
Charred Infant could stare at with pride and your 
talking about a fairly bodacious debut for an active 
new singles label. (PO Box 2503, Goletta, CA 93118) 
-Jimmy 


COGNITIVE DROUGHT 7" 

This is the second outing by this great band in less than 
a year's time and it's as literally fucked up as the last 
little excursion they took This little rumbler seems to 
be somewhat fashioned in a more upbeat approach 
than the one Drunks With Guns once took, and as for 
good oral hygiene I don't think there's a brusher 
amongst 'em. Nasty through & through. |Blackjack) Ptiir 
Davis 


**************************************************************** 

TORCHBEARERS.LIGHTKEEPERS.&TASTEM AKERS 


SILTBREEZE (P.O. Box 53297, Philadelphia PA 19105) 

BANANAFISH (P.O. Box 424762, San Francisco CA 94142-4762) 
CONFLICT (P.O. Box 264, New York NY 10009) 

FORCED EXPOSURE (P.O. Box 9102, Waltham MA 02254) 
KREATURE COMFORTS/WIPE OUT (1916 Madison, Memphis TN 
38104) 

RAGNAROCK (P.O. Box 29274, Cleveland OH 44129) 

B-SIDE AUSTRALIA (P.O. Box 166, Broadway NSW 2007, Australia) 
CRUSH/STRANGE AFFAIR (80 Lakeshorc Dr., Rockaway NJ 07866) 
MOTORBOOTY (P.O. Box 7944, Ann Arbor MI 48107) 

DAMP (Wayland Square, Box 3034, Providence R1 02906) 

BLACK TO COMM (714 Shady Ave., Sharon PA 16146) 

CRANK (P.O. Box 665, Williamsburg VA 23187-0665) 

**************************************************************** 










FOR ALL 
YOUR ROCK 
PHOTO NEEDS. 
CHEAP. 

CALL NICOLE 
415.626.9691 

"ABSOLUTELY THE BEST MUMMIES 
PHOTO I'VE EVER SEEN" 

DOPE FAN-TENNESSEE 
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